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FROM POVERTY TO WEALTH.

CHAPTER 1.
" PAUL LORBAYNE, THE PATENTEE.

A MAN who hits upon what he believes to be a
most important invention will naturally protect
himself by a patent; but if he happens to be a
person of small means, he must be bold if he
elects to risk his money by the working of that
patent.

If he does so, he will probably think that he
is working on a certainty; but in that case his
knowledge of the world must be but slender. A
man who knows the world knows this—that ‘“ cer-
tainties ’ come off but very seldom; and, with

VOL. I, B



2 FROM POVERTY TO WEALTH.

regard to patents, that this is especially so. True;
a patentee must know but little if he has not
heard or read how inventors have gone to the
wall, whilst persons with money, but without
inventive faculties, have reaped the benefit of their
ingenuity. But it is probably the case that each
inventor looks upon himself as an exception; that
although others may have foolishly frittered away
their time and money upon patents, they were-
fools who took too sanguine a view of things,
and deserved their fate, but that for themselves
success is as a matter of course. In this way
failures are multiplied, and clever men reap but
little benefit. }

Paul Lorrayne—one of the principal persons in
this narrative—was a patentee; and the nature of
his invention was bricks. His father, now dead,
was the second son of a good old family in Glou-
cestershire, who had for many generations been
large landowners; and he had been the means of
putting bricks into his son’s head. Possessed of

a considerable patrimony, he had spent a portion
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of it, and then, wishing to double the remainder,
he had bought a brickfield and made bricks.

The result was, as might have been expected,
that instead of doubling his remaining money, it
became “ beautifully less ;> so that when he died,
his son, after disposing of the brickfield, and the
plant which belonged to it, was possessed of but
eight hundred pounds.

But the father had not done so badly as some
have done. He had had good ‘times and bad
times; but, instead of saving during the good
times, had spent his money freely, and so was
obliged to use his capital when the bad times
came. In addition, however, to losing his money
by bricks and extravagance combined, the father
had succeeded in giving his only son a love for
bricks, who conceived an idea, which he thought
was very brilliant, for making them in a way
which no one else had ever tried ; namely, by hot-
air blast. Paul Lorrayne had mentioned his idea
to his father, but the parent, who was a mixture of

sense and folly like most people, scouted the plan
B 2



4 FROM POVERTY TO WEALTH.

as utterly impracticable, and adhered to the -old-
fashioned way. When he died, the son, as has
been said, realised his interest in the brickfield,
and then took out a patent for his invention, and
proceeded to work it. In the first place, he
thought a public company would be the best for
carrying out his plan, and he did his best to float
one. He applied to scientific men and practical
engineers for their opinion, and nearly all wrote
him highly complimentary letters, to the effect
that the thing must succeed, and only wanted
trying and the ouflay of a moderate sum to make
success at once certain. Whether Paul Lorrayne
paid anything for these valuable letters, or whether
the men who wrote them merely did so from the
kindness of their natures, will never be known
perhaps; but it is quite certain that, when pressed
by the patentee to take shares in a company and
pay for them, they one and all declined to do so.
They had no objection to their letters being used,
but put their hands into their pockets they would

not. It was something, however, to get the letters
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and armed with them Paul Lorrayne spent a good
deal of time in calling upon persons, and trying
to induce them to take a moneyed interest in his
scheme. Now and then he came across persons
who liked the idea very much, and who were
quite willing to take shares in a company and to
get their friends to do so, but these persons
always turned out to have no money and no
friends who were worth anything; so that his
time was lost, and the hope of a company
gradually diminished.

But although this was so, he could work his
patent himself; and that is what he elected to do.
He estimated that for three hundred pounds he
could build a kiln with the necessary hot-air
courses and shafts, and provide himself with all
the machinery he wanted; and so sanguine was he
that he pitied the poor foolish people who had
declined his offers to share in the undertaking,
and set to work with the expectation of immediate
success.

He knew that if he failed he should be ruined
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so far as his capital was concerned; but ruin was
out of the question—the kiln must succeed, and
then eight hundred pounds would be as a drop in
the ocean. He should simply make money as fast
as he liked, or perhaps faster. He had another
motive, too, for rushing into riches. He wished to
marry, and to lose no time about it; for a very
charming girl was willing to unite her fortune—or
her want of it, for she had nothing—to his own,
and to share his future wealth. Certain as Paul
Lorrayne was of his success, he felt that, to say
the least, it would be more businesslike to wait
until it actually came before he married ; but the
thing was so sure that it would save time to get
the marriage over at once, so that when he should
be busy selling royalties and building houses, he
might not have the trouble of going through the
ceremony.

The girl he wished to marry thought much
as he did as to the folly of delay, if he was so
certain to succeed; and yet she had some worldly

prudence. Minnie Moreton was the only daughter
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of a stockbroker who had made fortunes and lost
them alternately, until at last he had died with-
out a sixpence; and she had since lived with a
relative who had not taken the charge of her
very willingly.

Perhaps this circumstance caused her to look
more favourably on her lover’s scheme than she
might otherwise have done; but however that may
be, she consented to marry him, and they were
married accordingly. If the truth were known,
the young wife would rather that her husband had
chosen any other occupation than making bricks,
and that his invention had been for anything
rather than inc;reasing them at cheaper rates than
heretofore; but since it was to be so, she en-
deavoured to interest herself in his pursuits,
although with indifferent success.

As soon as the marriage was over, Paul
Lorrayne set to work in earnest. He bought a
plot of ground containing brick-earth near Turn-
ham Green, and here he built his kiln and put

up his machinery, living in a small house close
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by. He had wished to take a rather better house,
feeling that in a very few weeks money would
be no object; but his wife, mindful of her father’s
repeated failures, had advised a small one, and
her advice had been taken.

Before commencing his project, Paul Lorrayne
had written to his uncle in Gloucestershire, who
owned the family estate, to oﬁe;' him a share
in the undertaking, and to ask for his support;
but the reply had been most unsatisfactory to
him.

It was to the effect that if his nephew embarked
in such an absurd undertaking as making bricks
except in the usual way, he, as his uncle, would be
under the unpleasant necessity of cutting all con-
nection with him, and refusing any assistance either
present or in the future. This determination on the
uncle’s part had given the nephew little uneasiness;
but the young wife had been much pained by it.
She had so often heard her father speak of
certainties which turned out worthless, that she
would have liked dearly to have rich and influential
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relatives to fall back upon if the patent brick-kiln
should deceive them. '

So strong was her feeling upon this point, that
notwithstanding the uncle’s almost violent refusal
to countenance the patent in any way whatever,
she induced her husband to write again, only to
meet with a still more stern refusal. There was
evidently nothing to hope from the uncle’s assist-
ance, and so Paul Lorrayne set about his under-
taking with all his energy.

It took a longer time than the designer had an-
ticipated to erect the kiln and bring the machinery
to bear; but it was finished at last, although at
an increased expenditure; and then the important
question was asked whether it would produce bricks
made serviceable by hot-air blast, or whether it
would refuse to do so and burst.

Unfortunately the latter was the case. Whether
the pressure of hot air within the pipes and courses
was too great, or whether they were wrongly con-
structed and not of sufficient strength or size, is

uncertain, but the result was the same; a general
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destruction took place, and more expense was in-
curred. Paul Lorrayne himself, although grievously
disappointed, was by no means disheartened. He
saw the cause of failure, and wondered he had not
prepared for it; but his wife was much disturbed.
What if the second attempt should fail? Already
half their capital had been expended, and they
seemed farther from success than when they started;
at least to her it seemed so. If the remaining four
hundred pounds should gradually diminish in mend-
ing and improving the kiln and machinery, what
were they to do? Although she said nothing to dis-
courage her sanguine husband, and like a good
wife did her utmost to keep his spirits up, she was
inclined to think that the workhouse would more
probably be their home than the stately mansion he
had so often talked of. With these sentiments, she
induced him to be as careful as possible, and to
spend as little on the kiln as was compatible with
the ultimate chances of success; but the necessary
repairs were expensive, and their money lessened

unpleasantly.
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Time passed on, and then a second attempt was
made, with no better result than before. This time,
although there was no bursting, there was an in-
sufficient application of hot air, and the bricks,
far from becoming hard and useful through-
out, remained uncomfortably soft in some parts,
while in others they were done, as it were, too
much.

Although a second failure stared him in the
face, Paul Lorrayne lost nothing of his confidence ;
but he did begin to think his money might be spent
before he hit off the exact amount of hot-air blast
required and the necessary strength wanted by the
kiln.

The mansion loomed still farther in the distance;
and so far from taking a larger house, they left the
one they occupied for another which was smaller.
The new house was at Hatford, which was farther
from town than Turnham Green, and the rent and
taxes were lower ; but still Mrs. Paul Lorrayne felt
certain that they should have to diminish their

expenses still more, unless her husband cast aside
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his patent brick-kiln and endeavoured to earn his
bread by some other means.

" In their new abode at Hatford, the young wife
did her best to earn a few pounds by teaching
music and drawing; and in this way she was
enabled to provide for their plain living, and enable
her husband to spend the remainder of his little
capital on his patent. She was so good and true
that no word of impatience escaped her, as she
saw him month after month, and at length year
after year, wasting his time on what she was fully
persuaded would never turn out good for anything.

During the time they lived at Hatford two
children were born to them, and then they felt
their poverty to press very hard upon them.

As to Paul Lorrayne, he would gladly have put
agide the working of his patent, and tried to earn
his bread by surer means if he could have done 80;
but for the last few years he had been so absorbed
by his invention, and the working it, that to the
general world he was almost lost. He had no

friends to whom he could apply, except his uncle
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in Gloucestershire, and he could get no help from
him. Latterly indeed he had written to this relative
for assistance several times, but the reply had
always been the same: that he had chosen to throw
his time and money away on a stupid new-fangled
attempt at making bricks, and had done so contrary
to the best advice, and that now he must take the
consequences.

There is perhaps nothing more unpleasant than
for a man who has worked hard, and with a bond-
fide belief in his ultimate success, to be told that he
ought to have done something quite different—that
he has only himself to blame. It is so easy for
stupid people to point to the blunders which clever
ones have made, and give them advice as to the
course they should pursue, that stupid people and
others, when they have the opportunity, find it
very hard to resist the temptation. Paul Lorrayne’s
uncle in Gloucestershire was not a stupid man, but
his determination and obstinacy were very great.

He had told his nephew what he thought of his

patent, and having done so he could not counte-
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nance his conduct in having deliberately discarded
the excellent advice which he had given him. In
the last letter he had written to his nephew he had
told him, with all the authority of a rich man to a
destitute one, ¢ that he had made his bed, and that
he hoped it would be comfortable.” After this
expression had been read, both Paul Lorrayne and
his wife decided that it would be waste of time to
make any further application,

But what was to be done? There was one
other person of whom Paul Lorrayne could apply to
for assistance, and one only, because no other
relative remained tc him. This was his cousin
‘Gerard Lorrayne, who was with his regiment at
Gibraltar, and who, while he was a favourite with
most people, was extravagant in his way of living,
and had nothing to spare for the necessities of
others. This cousin would certainly not be able to
help him, for he was always in debt himself, and
could not give away what he had not to give. True
the young man—an orphan—was the heir of the

‘Gloucestershire uncle, and had a very handsome
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allowance from him; but if that allowance was
-always exceeded, and debt was the comsequence,
where was the use of asking for a loan? There
could be no use; and, besides this, there was
another difficulty. Paul had not met his cousin for
many years, in consequence of ill-feeling which
had been felt by their respective fathers, and which
had been owing to the brick-making practices of
Paul’s parent.

Yes, it would be clearly no use to apply to
‘Gerard Lorrayne for money ; and the poor inventor
-and his wife felt their position very deeply. What
with her two children, and the weak state of health
into which she had fallen through her anxiety, she
was able to earn a very small pittance, and their
position became almost desperate. The small house

they had at Hatford they could no longer pay the
~ rent of, and they removed to a wretched tenement
about half a mile from Windslow. This new
habitation, although it was in miserable repair,
and was unfit to live in, had two recommenda-

tions: it was to be had for next to nothing, and
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was apart from other dwellings, being situated in
a lane leading from the London Road which had
the ill-luck to be called Cut-throat Lane. In this
poor place there would be privacy, and so they
removed their éca.nty farniture, and hoped for better
times. Alas! the better times refused to come,
and from bad they got to worse. The patentee
was forced to sell his watch, the wife her rings;
and then, little by little, their furniture was parted
with. |

Help ! there seemed none. Paul Lorrayne called
upon the clergy and others in the neighbourhood ;
but whenever he opened up the subject of his
patent, he was told that he had better go about
his business, and not talk of anything so improbable
as making bricks by hot-air blast.

It cut the poor creature to the heart to be
thus treated, and his torture was increased by
seeing that his wife—his loved and patient wife—
was slowly sinking from starvation, and could no
longer use her talents in earning a few shillings
for their food. The children were well; for,

q/l
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whatever privation the poor mother underwent,
she fed her little ones.

It was a pitiable case. The man was so
honest, so certain that his invention was a sound
one, and so anxious that it should benefit man-
kind and not himself alone, that he deserved
the commiseration of his fellows in his dreadful
need.

And then he felt that he was just upon the
point of grand achievements—that any moment
he might think of the exact proportions of his
system, and turn his failure into real success.
He could not dig; he could not labour with his
hands like working-men, because the work they
did required to be learnt. He could not beg. And
yet why not ? Was not begging a system practised
not only by the podr, but also by the rich? In
some form or other, most people asked for things;
and in his dire need why should he hang back ?
Why! The answer was a plain one. Let the
seedy-looking, unaccustomed beggar ask for aid,
and what chance has he? Your beggar by

VOL. I. (o)
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profession may, and often does, make quite a
competence ; but the poor creature who, with
downcast look and timid action begs assistance,
may beg for it in vain; for except he has the
luck to meet some tender-hearted being, whose
observation reads below the surface just a trifle,
he will be told to stand aside, or passed as though
the air was tainted by him.

Oh, if his uncle could but see his misery,
would he not hold his hand out to assist him ? If
he could see his wife—pale and exhausted and
scarcely able to attend upon her children—would
not his bowels of compassion yearn towards them ?
He would write once more. His energy was gone ;
but frenzy stirred his brain at times, and gave him
temporary strength. Yes; he would write once
more, even though he could not pay the postage.
He wrote again, and in a few days an answer to his
application was received, the burden of which was
this: that as the nephew had preferred to fool
away his money rather than to act on good advice,

the uncle must adhere to his decision. The nephew
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had made his bed ; the uncle hoped it was nice and
comfortable. Whether it was so or not, it was
quite as comfortable as the nephew deserved.

When Mr. Lorrayne, of Woodleigh Park, had
penned his answer, he had not perhaps meant it to
be so cutting as it really was. Possibly, he might
have thought, that in his observation as to the
“bed,” he was merely showing what a clever

person he was, and how caustic he could make his
| writings. Whether this was in his mind, I do not
know; but it is certain that the wealthy man was
not to be moved from his determination. He had
given his nephew sound advice—advice of the very
best sort—and it had been thrown to the dogs.
Was he to put up with such treatment? No, he
wasn’t ; and, what was more, nothing should make
him, even though he were petitioned by the whole
county.

When Paul Lorrayne had penned this last
appeal, he had certainly not expected a favourable
answer ; but in his weakened state he was driven
almost to madness by it, madness at his desperate

c 2
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condition. Foolish and wicked though he thought
his uncle, he was of too just a nature to feel real
anger towards him, for what the man had written
was quite true. He had rejected the advice. He
had made his bed—as his uncle elegantly called it
—and if it were only on his own account, he would
be content with it without a murmur.

But his wife—his angelic, tender, lovely wife !
The poor man hardly knew what he was about,
but after midnight he left his cottage, determined
that in one way or another he would return with
means of aid, even though he had to act the
highwayman.



CHAPTER II.
LAUREL COTTAGE.

THERE is a stretch of road some ten or twelve
miles south-west of London, which is remarkable
for its flatness and the good manner in which it
is kept. The footpath too is broad and level,
and so well is it managed that it is quite a pleasure
to walk upon it. The hedges on either side of
the road are trimmed and mended with the greatest
care, and altogether, for a good many miles, it
reflects great credit on the authorities of the
different parishes through which it passes.

Like the road, the surrounding country is also
very flat; and being easy of cultivation, and good

in quality, rich crops may be seen upon it during
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the proper seasons of the year; so that the farmer,
and those who delight in agriculture, take especial
pleasure in travelling along the well-kept surface
of this portion of the London Road. But
there is another matter for observation: dotting
the margin at no great intervals, are a remarkable
variety of houses.

One does not see a row of villas, or houses of -
the better sort, either detached or otherwise; but
one sees a continuation of dwellings, no two of
which seem to be alike in size or value. Here
and there, no doubt, there may be a pair of semi-
detached cottages of the poorer sort; but along
that distance which most concerns my story, the
contrast is very striking. It is not to be wondered
at perhaps, because most of them have been built
at least some thirty or forty years, and many
very much longer. At that time building-land
near London was much cheaper; and so, when
a piece of ground was wanted, either for a cottage
or for someone well-to-do, there was no difficulty

in getting it at a reasonable price.
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A retired tradesman, having foolishly thought
that idleness was greater happiness than work,
would choose a site, and build - himself a com-
fortable though tasteless edifice, with fruit and
flower gardens. Not far from him, some small
capitalist would invest his few hundreds in two
or three small buildings, which would yearly
bring him in some fifteen or twenty pounds
apiece. .

And so on, along the stretch of road for some
few miles, the varied nature and value of the
structures was rather noteworthy.

There was one thing, however, which was also
noteworthy, and this was the character of the
gardens. Whether it was that the flatness of the
ground, or the natural goodness of it, induced
an easy cultivation, and gave a stimulus for
growing fruit and flowers, may be a matter for
conjecture; but as a matter of fact, the soil
about the houses was so tended that, except in
dreary winter, there was always something to
gladden and refresh the eye.
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No doubt the spirit of imitation had some-
thing to do with the general excellence—for man
i8 a creature of imitation from his birth—and
doubtless the spirit of honest rivalry may have
helped to stir the cultivators; but the result
was the same—with few exceptions the gardens
were a pleasure to behold.

About three hundred yards beyond the tenth
milestone out of London, and half a mile beyond
the town of Windslow on this road, was a small de-
tached building called Laurel Cottage. It consisted
of but six rooms and a wash-house, and the rent
was eighteen pounds a year. To use the words
of newspaper advertisements, there was “a good
garden back and front.” The advertisements in
truth are often deceptive; because the ‘“ good
garden back and front,” when inspected, prove
to be so small or useless as practically to be
no garden at all. In the case, however, of Laurel
Cottage, a good piece of ground separated it
from the road, and behind it there was also a

convenient strip for the growing of fruit and



LAUREL COTTAGE. 25

vegetables. As to the building itself, there was
no pretension whatever to ornamental appearance.

It was simply a nearly square structure, with
four small rooms upstairs, and the rest on the
basement. A few creeping plants were trained
against the walls, and in this way there was the
beauty which comes from flowers; but square-
ness and plainness had been the plan of the
builder, and he had succeeded very well.

Our story has now to do with the little sitting-
room of Laurel Cottage. The window was open,
and a young and pretty woman was seated in an
easy-chair, waiting the return of her husband.
She was not alone, for a pretty little baby-girl,
between two and three years old, was playing on

- the floor, and a comelier little creature it would
have been difficult to find. The mother, as she
listened to the childish prattle of her little one
playing with the headless doll, could not but
think how happy was her lot. The furniture was
of the cheapest kind; but it was not wanting in

artistic taste—as costly furniture may often be—
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for Mrs. Westdale’s husband was an artist, and
he truly thought that gilt and heavy ornament
are not required to give a chair or sofa something
of simple beauty as to form.

The rush-seated chairs were very inexpensive,
but the lines and curves were such as filled the
eye with something of respect, and the mind was
set a-wondering where they might be bought.
There was a sort of sofa, too, of cheap design
and made to order. There was no stuffed seat
or back to it, these being merely cane; and
Mrs. Westdale had herself made cushions which
were light and quite sufficient as to comfort.
While the mother bent her head over some little
garment she was making, from time to time
watching with amused and loving interest the
gambols of her baby with her doll, her eye would
often peep through the geraniums on the window-
sill to catch her husband’s form as he approached
the cottage. He was usunally so true to time
that whenever she glanced between the flowers

she almost felt a certainty of seeing him; and
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when at last she saw his hat above the neighbour-
ing hedge, she caught her baby in her arms and
went to meet him at the entrance. Fond and
proud as he was of his front garden, which was
indeed gay with flowers, he gave them no attention
a8 he walked up the narrow pathway.

How could he? With such a pretty, happy-
looking wife, and such a laughing, bright-eyed
baby-girl, the least the man could do was to give
them both all his attention; and so with loud
‘and cheery voice he greeted them.

“Hollo! hollo! TI'll have you—DIll have
you!”’ he said, making a snatch at his child,
which, with shy pretence, hid the laughing face
upon the mother’s shoulder. “ Well, Janie dear,
everything’s all right, I suppose? Have you been
out for a walk this lovely day ?”

“I haven’t been outside the garden; but baby
and I have been so busy there. I’ve been thinning
and weeding the onions, and she’s collected them
for me. Haven’t you, Molly?” said the young
wife, holding the child towards her husband.
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“ And so little Molly collected the weeds, did
she? Come along; let’s go and see. We’ll have
some of the young onions for tea; won’t we,
mother ? But I must put these indoors first.”’

“ What have you got there, Arthur?

“Some new-laid eggs. We will have an
omelette for tea. I’ll just’ change my coat, Janie,
while you pop on your hat and baby’s. TI’ll be
down in a moment;’’ and running up the steep

‘ and narrow staircase, Arthur Westdale was soon
refreshed by change and water.

“Now then for the onion-bed,” he said as he
rejoined his wife. ‘I seem as if my life depended
on the onions, don’t I? but I'm fond of every
single thing in the garden if it comes to that.”

“Shall you be ready for tea soon, Arthur?
Shall I tell Margaret to make the water boil ?

“Do, Janie, that’s a good girl; but she must
get out of my way while I'm making the omelette,
you know. People should always stand clear of an
omelette maker.”’

The Margaret referred to by Mr. Westdale was
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the little maid-of-all-work, who for a very few
pounds a year did all the “ dirty work *’ about the
place. The girl was a simple little creature, and
wore her mob-cap with a sense of much importance,
for she thought it a fine thing to be servant to
““ gentlefolks,” such as her employers. She could
peel potatoes and boil a kettle, but in the way
of cooking she neither could nor was required to
do much. :

How pleasant it was in the garden that bright
summer’s afternoon! It was leafy June, when
garden crops grow fast and flowers open quickly.
And now, as the parents and their little one went
out to enjoy the balmy air and mark the progress
in the vegetables, they were as happy as mortals
well can be. To the refined and educated mind
which has some knowledge of the why and where-
fore, there is always a happy sense of interest in
watching how the seeds and tubers which the
hand has planted are growing into plants, and
spreading imperceptibly their stems and leaves.

It seems like watching by analogy the human
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race; and Ar'thur Westdale, with something of
an artist’s fancy, would find a sympathy between
his little girl and the rapid growing products of the
soil. Each day, each week, each month, as it went
too quickly by, developed some new beauty in the
child ; some fresh expression, some curly lock of
hair, some look of new intelligence. He was
always noting something in #he little one which
was not so before. And in his garden when he
returned each day there was, he fancied, some
slight change. The onion-stems were longer ;
the haulm of the potatoes showed more growth;
the rhubarb-leaves were larger and more spreading;
and the rose-bud he had noticed in the morning
had opened out and gave forth fragrance.

The ripening and decay of man is slow and
gradual, and while we watch it we can hardly
realise at the time the work of nature. We grow
to man or womanhood, and, if we are in health,
we do not note much difference in ourselves; we
seem as we have always been, and may continue for

long years. There comes a time, however, when
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the joints are stiff and the thoughts are not.
elastic as of yore.

We know not how it is, but it is so. Old age
has come upon us like a thief; so smoothly and
so gradually that it has come unseen. The result,.
however, is the same—we have grown old; and
we are going down the hill, with hastened although
tottering step, to lay our bodies like leaves upon
the ground.

But in the garden the changes are so rapid
that we can take a comprehensive view and fully
mark them. We sow the seed, and soon we see
the tiny stems appearing on the surface. If the
season is a cold one the f)rogress is delayed a week
or two, but Nature holds her sway; and then the
rush of vegetation opens out leaf by leaf until the
ground is covered by the foliage. While this is
fresh within our minds the days and weeks fly past
us, and in July perhaps, should rain be wanting,
there may be a little turning yellow of the leaves.
The lower ones may wither, and the upper ones

may seem a trifle parched and dusty. We see and
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notice everything, because the days are few which
cause it. Like the first line or wrinkle in the
human face, we notice that there is a change.

September—oh how quickly it has come! The
haulm of the potato lies upon the soil, blighted
perhaps and yellow. The onions lay their necks
upon the bed, seeming quite tired out with past
exertion. The gooseberry-trees are bare of fruit,
and here and there the fading foliage shows the
whitening stems. -Another little month, which goes
8o soon with man that he can hardly feel that it
has passed, and general decay marks the vegeta-
tion in the garden. Where are the strawberries,
and the raspberries, and the currants? They are
gone. Where are the onions? They are taken
from their beds and lie upon the roof of that low
outhouse, to dry for winter storing. As we walk
about the garden, it seems useless to labour any
more this season; so we saunter idly, until the
time arrives to put the ground in order for another
year.

But in the Westdales’ little garden behind
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Laurel Cottage there was no decay, for everything
was growing as it only grows in early summer ; and
the ground having been freshened by a shower
-which had fallen in the morning, gave off that
sort of growing perfume which the gardener knows
80 well. .

“Well done, Janie, you have been busy; but
you have not thinned them out enough—we must
give them a little more room, or they will be all
pickling onions,” said Westdale.

“ You like pickled onions, Arthur, and so do I
for that matter,” replied his wife; “we will put
them into baby’s basket, won’t we?’’ she added.

The little one was no way loath, and so a bunch
of salad onions was soon collected and placed in
-the happy child’s basket.

“How pretty those carrot-tops are; they
almost look like ferns; we shall have a good crop
of them, I think—by-the-bye, they want thiﬁning
too ; I must see about that,””- said Westdale.

¢ Shall you earth up the potatoes, Arthar ? ”

“I don’t think I shall trouble myself to do

VOL. I. D
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that—so far as I can see, they produce as much
without it ; I shall just move the ground between
the rows with the Canterbury hoe.”

“I suppose we ought to have done it before,
ought we not ?

“Yes; but it’s rather hard work, and although
I don’t mind it, my hand is apt to shake at the
easel if I use a heavy hoe.”

“ Then don’t do it, dear. I’m sure the potatoes
will do very well without it. Here is Margaret
coming to say that the water boils and everything
is ready for tea.”

“ Come along then ; now foran omelette. Here,
take your rubbishing baby while I turn cook,” said
Westdale; and with light and happy hearts the
trio returned to the house.

The little servant-maid had made her prepara-
tions for the meal with care and more intelligence,
than girls of her age and class are often found to
bestow upon their work. She had seen the bag of
eggs which Mr. Westdale had left in the passage,
and had transferred them to a dish upon the
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kitchen-table. The frying-pan was ready on the
oven, and the milk and flour were at hand, so that
when the amateur cook turned up his cuffs and
looked about him everything was ready.

Mrs. Westdale, with little Molly in her arms,
stood watching him; and the cracking of the eggs,
the mixing them with a little milk and a spoonful
of flour, and the pouring the preparation into the
pan, was matter for much merry laughter with the
mother and child.

¢ Shall we have it plain or au confiture f”’ said
‘Westdale, with the handle of the pan in his hand
to tilt it at the proper angle. ‘

“Plain will do very nicely, Arthur; there
isn’t much ia.m left ; baby had a lot at dinner-
time.”

But there are always two sides to a question.
The little one had quite understood its purport, and
thought she had every right to an opinion.

¢ No—sham, sham,” she said, battling her arms
about, and showing signs of dissatisfaction.

“ What a rogue it is!”’ said the fond mother;

D2
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““you really must not cry for everything, you know,
Molly ;> but as the father had put the question
generally, she felt that the child had some right to
an opinion, and she therefore trotted off for the
jam-pot.

Perhaps some artist such as Wilkie, had he seen
the happy group in the homely little kitchen, might
not have disdained to put it on his canvas. There
was the tall and handsome man, with refined and
well-bred look, lifting the omelette from the frying-
pan and laying it upon the dish, while his young

“wife, with her baby, watched the process with
smiling interest. The outstretched arms and eager
gestures of the child gave life to the scene, and in

“the background the little servant-maid, looking on
with respectful admiration, formed a contrast to the
other figures. For the rest there was a homely
room, which, homely though it. was, seemed to have
something in keeping with an artist’s fancy. Upon
the floor was a bordered eastern rug, bought partly
for its cheapness and partly for its sober decorative
look ; the boards outside it being kept white and
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clean by little Margaret. The wooden chairs were
cheap enough, as such chairs are, but there was a
realistic grace about them not without its charm H
and on the dresser, the blue-and-white dinner-
service and the water-jugs would have suggested
the words “ how pretty !’ to a young lady looking
in and fond of art.

Perhaps it was the constant handling of the
pencil and the brush, which gave the omelette-
maker such accurate constructive power, for it
requires an artist’s touch almost to make a good
sweet omelette, or perhaps it was the power which
comes from practice; but as Arthur Westdale
placed the jam within the omelette and gently
covered it, it might be truly said that few could
have excelled him in results.

A bright little cover is placed upon the dish,
and then it is taken to the parlour.

The tea is made, and the salad and the bread
and butter all look fresh and tempting. The
little one sits upon her mother’s lap, and drinks
her milk with that loud sucking noise which is
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attractive to the parent’s ears; but she will have
her portion of the omelette or know the reason
why. <Dere, dere!”’ she cries, with the tiny
forefinger pointing to the tempting dish. * Wait a
minute, Molly ; just let me eat this hunch of bread-
and-butter,” says the father; and thus the meal
progresses, more liked and beneficial than though
it had consisted of rich viands, with old and costly
wines to wash them down.

That evening in the twilight, Westdale and his
wife stood at the little entrance-gate, enjoying the
calm summer air, and taking note of the foot-
passengers as they passed upon the causeway.

To a young man and woman who are bound
with ties of love, such an hour in the summer-time
can hardly fail to tinge the thoughts and conversa-
tion with reflection.

“Why do we feel so happy here—so especially
happy I mean ?”’ said the young wife. “I have
been cheerful and contented all my days, but
there seems a special peace and comfort in this
little home ! ”
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‘It is because we love each other, and do not
wish for what we haven’t got,” said Westdale.

“There is something more than that, Arthur. I
cannot quite define the feeling, or express it; and
yet it occupies my mind.”

“I mean people like ourselves, who married on
such slender means, have hardly any right to be
contented ? Is that what hovers in your thoughts,
dear Jenny ?”

“No ; not that, dear. It is a feeling as though
we were clutching—grasping our existence; can
you catch my meaning in the slightest ? ”

¢ I almost think I can, and the feeling has—no,
not troubled me—but set me pondering. As I
have sat before my easel, my mind has often
wandered to what you speak about. Is it because
our simple wants are all within our means ? I have
often asked myself; or is it because we make no
attempt to do what we have no money for ? I think
it must be partly this; for trouble and anxiety
are often brought about by not cutting the coat
according to the cloth.”
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“No doubt it is partly that—and chiefly
because we love each other, and have our dear
little baby-girl ; but it seems to me that in this
little home we realise our existence more. Do you
see my meaning ? ”’

“Ah, you are right, dear—I begin to find a
definition from your words. Yes; it must be that
we feel and realise our individuality ; that we are
not smothered, as it were, by mixture with the
world, or household cares, or quarrels or disputes
with neighbours, or by other causes which come to
persons who live in what is called Society. No;
our pleasures are the simplest, our homes the
humblest, our wants within our reach; and our
time is not alloyed by idleness, our world is with
each other. Yes; it is our individuality which we
feel and know ; and as life passes we really have the
hours as they go.”

““And then the smallness of the house—the
little kitchen, the one sitting-room—we seem so
identified with all of it, so part and parcel of
the whole,”” said the wife, warming with interest

as the subject opened out to her; ‘“and then
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there is a sense of .freedom in feeling that we live
differently from others of our class.”

“Yes; we are educated and refined, and we
have the sense to live as many of our class almost
disdain to do. The result is contentment, comfort,
happiness, and, as I said, a sense of individuality
which has its special charms.”

“I wish we could make the time go slower,
Arthur. Could we just live and die as we are
now—what more could either of us wish !”

“Ah, Janie, as time goes on there will be
changes. If I succeed—and you will wish me to
get on, will you not >—we shall have to extend
our borders, and then perhaps instead of standing
by a little wooden gate, watching the footpads
and the bats, we may be living in a good-sized house,
where we must act as do our neighbours. Ay,
that’s about it, is it not ?”

““Yes, I suppose so Arthur—we must exchange
freedom for conventionality. But we will not think
of it. There is the Sluggard, standing at his
gate and enjoying his pipe.”

Arthur Westdale looked towards the spot
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which took his wife’s attention. At the gate of
a good-sized and rather well-built-looking house,
and situated about fifty yards higher up the road,
stood a man of middle age, clad in what seemed
to be a dfessing-gown, and with slippers on his
feet. This was Mr. Midass; but in the neighbour-
hood he was sometimes called The Sluggard.

He was an eccentric person in his way, and we

will reserve him for another chapter.



CHAPTER III.
ARTHUR WESTDALE AND HIS WIFE,

It is as well, perhaps indeed much better, to give
some slight description of the lives of the principal
characters in a history before they appear upon the
scene. If this plan is not adopted, there is often
a vagueness—an idealistic fogginess—about them
which is not quite satisfactory to the reader of
their histories, and takes off something of the
realistic quality which is necessary to good
constructive portraiture. This being so—at least
to my idea—I will tell something of the lives
of Arthur Westdale and his wife before they
married,

The former had passed through Sandhurst
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College, and had held a commission in the army
some seventeen years before the opening of my
story, and had served Her Majesty in various.
quarters of the globe. He had been in India, but:
there having been no wars with neighbouring states
during his service there, he had had no chance of
earning for himself distinction or military glory.
He had, however, early shown an aptitude for
drawing, and to pass away the tedious hours and
improve himself in a knowledge he delighted in,
he had made a large collection of studies and
drawings of Himalayan scenery, and the bold and
beautiful hills and valleys of Cashmere. From
India the regiment had gone to New Zealand, and
from thence to Australia, and had at last returned
to England, when Westdale was not only a sub-
altern, but likely to continue so. From England
the regiment was sent to Ireland, and it was there
he met his wife. About the quiet town where
he was quartered the country was unusually
picturesque. The woods and streams and‘ rugged

boulders, and Irish cabins with their quaint
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surroundings, were all an artist and a lover of
wild nature could well wish for; and so it chanced
that, so soon as he could get away from barracks,
he took his block and colours, and wandered off
‘to occupy himself with writing down the beauties
of the landscape. His wanderings were generally
made alone, for in a regiment it is perhaps
-unusual to find many who have the love of art so
-gtrong within them that they will work at it with
block and pencil.

So Westdale, besides the paraphernalia which
the artist must ever carry with him, had only his
pipe and his favourite terrier to keep him com-
pany. There was one direction he was very fond
of taking. This was where a rapid trout-stream
-danced through some fertile grass-land, which
was backed by wooded hills. There were few
houses of the better sort about, and when he
‘took up his position he had few, if any, lookers-
on, to peep over his shoulder and to watch his
work.

There was one figure, however, which he not
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unfrequently saw in this direction, in the form of
a young and elegant girl, who was destined to
become his wife. She could not of course come
up to him and watch him drawing; but Westdale
seemed to think that she would like to do so if
only propriety permitted.

His terrier made acquaintance with her black
retriever; but there was no excuse for speaking,
and so he would bend his head over his work
while she passed on. After she had done so,
however, he not unnaturally followed with his
eyes her retreating figure, and could not but
think that such easy grace and outline must own
a charming nature. There was a pretty cottage
on the hillside, with its verandah and flower-
garden, where she evidently lived ; and as he filled
in his drawing, he used to wonder who besides
the girl herself lived in this retired spot.

Occasionally he would see her with an older
lady, who he was certain was her mother; and
80 he at last rightly concluded that mother and
daughter lived in the cottage, and had very
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small means, and were happy in their quiet way;
but would like something more lively if they had
the choice.

One day the bright idea occurred to the officers
of Westdale’s regiment, to give a quiet dance to
the few people who lived within easy distance of
the barracks; and when the festive day arrived,
Westdale had the pleasure of meeting the fair
pedestrian. They met like friends almost, and
had so much to talk about, that the greater part
of the evening was spent together. Miss Fernley
introduced him to her mother, and from that day
Westdale was a constant visitor to the pretty
cottage. He found it was impossible to be in
the girl’s company and not to love her; which,
pleasant though the sentiment might be, had
this one drawback—that it led to mutual love
and talk of marriage. Westdale had but a trifle
beyond his pay, and she, poor girl, had not a
farthing—or was she likely to have anything, for
her mother lived on an annuity, and could hardly

save much,
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From this time Westdale was always sketching
on his favourite ground; and Jane Fernley,
now that she was engaged to him, would come
and make sweet music to his ear by her pleasant
conversation ; the topic, as to whether it would
be possible in any way, with his small means
and work of some sort to make them larger, to
unite their fortunes and bind their souls for ever
to each other, being the one they liked the best.
Miss Fernley thought it would; and she gave
some details of her mother’s frugal household
to show the possibility. But nice as it all sounded,
Westdale had never heard of such simple living
in the marriage state, and thought it quite im-
possible for them to try it. The time went on,
however, and the girl got dearer and dearer to
him; and acting chiefly under her advice, and
much in opposition to his sense of prudence, they
were married. He had been a subaltern for many
years, and saw no chance of any rise in his pro-
fession ; so he took the money which his length

of service gave him claim to, and with his wife
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went up to Loﬁdon, to train himself for art as
a profession. The mother, on her daughter’s
marriage, went to live with an unmarried sister—
also a small annuitant—at Dublin; and hoped by
thus uniting means to save some little portion for
her child.

Westdale had himself a father living, but no
mother, and he was an only child. This father
was reputed poor by most people, and certainly
he lived as if he were so; but there were others
who said the strange old man had money, and
plenty of it, if only he would spend it.

If hé had money, his son knew nothing of
it, and certainly got no portion of it ; his parent,
when he went to see him, bemoaning his hard
fate at being poor. Time elapsed, the little baby-
girl was born, and Westdale worked hard at
home and at the School of Art at Kensington.
He had undoubtedly some talent, but although
he now and then sold his work to dealers for
small sums, he knew, and his wife was forced to
own it, that he must not look to get high prices

YOL. L E
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for his pictures. He did and would paint nicely ;
but he had not that high gift which counts suc-
cess as sure,' and, to the fortunate possessor, is a
mine of wealth. But they were happy and con-

tented ; and who can hope or wish for more? |
They did not certainly; but they thought that
fresher air than London gave them, would be
better for their baby, and 8o they went to live
at Laurel Cottage. Here their expenses were
less than in the suburbs; their garden gave
them vegetables, their fowls supplied the eggs,
while the busy little Margaret decreased the
washing-bill by her labours at the tub. There
was the journey up and down by railway, it was
true; but Westdale’s season-ticket did not cost
him much, and second-class was good enough for
him ; so that altogether they gained by moving to
the country. No doubt the loving wife and
daughter wished she could have her mother
nearer, but this perhaps would come in time;
and for the rest, who so light-hearted and happy
as pretty Mrs. Arthur Westdale in her humble
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little home ? Now and again old Mr. Westdale
would make a journey down from London, and
perhaps would bring a bag of oranges or a
shilling box of figs for the little granddaughter;
but he seldom stayed for any meal, and would
complain loudly of the ¢ badness of the times,”
especially as they acted on his welfare.

He was sorely afraid, he said, that he should
end his days in the workhouse, where so little
work is done. He was almost certain that the
dreadful ‘badness of the times’’ would absorb
his slender pittance, and leave him to beg his
way about, provided always he denied himself the
pleasures of the workhouse; and, in short, the old
gentleman was always so apparently dejected, and
so full of dire forebodings, that his son’s wife felt
quite depressed and sorry for his misery, and
. somewhat thankful when he took his leave.

To explain the eccentricities of old Mr. West-
dale would be to anticipate my story somewhat ;
I will merely say that he owned a house in London,
and let the greater part of it as lodgings. He

B 2
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complained of being feeble and dyspeptic, but he
was wiry, and for his time of life had a powerful
digestion. Why he did not exercise it more was
known only to himself. For many years he had
never given a present to his son, and his son did
not expect him to do so. In fact, so poor was
the old man by his own statement, that Arthur
Westdale had hinted that a pound or two of his
own small means would be forthcoming if there

was urgent need.



CHAPTER 1IV.
“’T1I8 THE VOICE OF THE SLUGGARD.”

Ir}has already been mentioned that in a substantial
house a little higher up the road there dwelt a
Mr. Midass, commonly called by the profane ““ The

2

Sluggard.” How he had got this name no ome
pretended to explain. His godfathers and god-
mother, of course, had nothing to do with it ; and
he naturally had not fixed it on himself. The
result was the same, however—he was called The
Sluggard ; and although no one had ever seen
the man asleep, he was said to have about him
a very sluggish look, and in general appearance
to be not unlike a slug. He was a man about

fifty years of age, and, as to features, he was
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rather handsome. He had a pale, grave, calm
face, which was full of quiet thought; and his
dark eyes were those of one who takes note of
everything, and meditates thereon.

That which gave him a sluggish look, perhaps,
was the way in which he dressed. In fine weather he
might be generally seen standing at his entrance-
gate, or strolling on the gravel walk before his
house, and on these occasions he was always clad
in a long loose robe, something like a dressing-
gown, and with slippers on his feet.

He was always smoking—at least when out
of doors—and his sleek plump look had suggested
to someone the likeness to a slug. So it came
about that Mr. John Midass had not only got to
be called a sluggard from his lazy ways, but was
likened to a slug from his long, plump, sleek
appearance.

Although his house was a good-sized one, he
was entirely looked after by one old woman, who
was certainly no sluggard whatever her master

may have been; and, to use her own expression,
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she was “at it from early morning until such time
as she was allowed to go to bed” She was an
ugly old woman, and in truth a dirty one to
boot ; but she was said to be a very honest person,
and to do her duty in that state of life to which
she had been called.

Perhaps Mr. Midass thought it more proper to
have a dependent who was old, and ugly, and
dirty ; it might have been this which caused him to
_select her as his drudge; or it might have been
for no special reason that he chose her. There she
was, however, looking old and ugly; and there he
was, looking sleek and sluggish. Mr. Midass had
a man to work his garden, and to milk his cow,
and feed his cob; but this good man did not live
upon the premises, and having a great deal of work
to do, found little time for conversation with his
master or the woman.

There was a large extent of garden, more,
indeed, than could be kept in anything like neat-
ness by one man, so that the flowers grew un-

trimmed, and the grass upon the lawn was rough
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and coarse. There were plenty of vegetables and
fruit, and what Mr. Midass and his servant could
not eat was sold, the principal benefiter being the
good gardener himself; for he so managed it, that
the chief portion of the money remained in his
own pocket. He argued that there was no dis-
honesty in acting thus, because his master was a
sluggard, and must expect a sluggard’s reward.
Could he have read the Sluggard’s thoughts, he
would have known that all his misdeeds were de-
tected, and he would have paused, perhaps; but
then, perhaps, he wouldn’t, for dishonest men are
always fools, and do not heed their danger. But,
although his flower-garden was unkempt, this did
not vex the Sluggard; on the contrary, he liked
it. He liked to see the roses growing in un-
trimmed luxuriance, and the common brier holding
its own in bold defiance. He liked to see the
jasmine and the honeysuckle having their will
npon the wall and porch, and to notice the self-
sown flower-seeds producing the annual blossom.

It was not from laziness and stinginess that he
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suffered this apparent negligence. He was not like
Dr. Watts’s sluggard in this respect; for that
gentleman allowed his garden to be overrun, in
consequence of his bed-loving propensities. No;
Mr. Midass preferred the wildness of his garden,
and this being so, no one had a right to blame him.
What he did with himself all day no one could
say with any certainty; but it was supposed he
read and studied learned books. When he was not
engaged in indoor occupations, he was generally at
his garden-gate, dressed in his long robe and
slippers, and studying human nature as it passed
along the road. The beggar and the tramp—fond
as they are of assistance, seldom begged of him—
for in his cool, calm, keen expression there was that
which told them they might save themselves the
trouble. He would talk, however, with such
passers-by as cared to hold some converse with
him, and the impression left upon these persons’
minds was that Mr. Midass was a deep one, and
_ that they shouldn’t like to trust him beyond their
sight.
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With Arthur Westdale and his wife he was on
friendly easy terms, and in the dusk on summer
evenings he would sometimes walk across the
road in his red-slippered feet, and beg them to
accept a basket of his choicest fruit, or a cucumber
or two, or something which they didn’t grow
themselves.

On these occasions some pleasant talk would
be exchanged—on art, philosophy, or politics—and
often they would stand beside the gate at Laurel
Cottage, until the moon was up, and the stars
began to shine. Each of us have perhaps our
own idea of happiness, and meditation seemed to
be the Sluggard’s. At all events the Westdales
thought it was so with him ; and, to tell the truth,
they rather liked the man.

“Are you not afraid of being robbed, Mr.
Midass ?”’ said Westdale one evening to him as
he was about to cross over to his house.

“Robbed ! ”” was the answer; “who would rob
me—what have I to covet ? >’

But Westdale had heard it whispered that the
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solitary man had hoarded gold within his walls,
and he almost credited the story.

“Thieves come sometimes for what they hope
to find,”” he said. “I have heard the neighbours
count you rich.”

“They will find little money in my house. I
have some books of value; but books are not what
thieves come for.”

“Well, let us hope they won’t come ab all,”
said Westdale. “The dew begins to fall heavily;
we had better go indoors,”” he added to his
wife.



CHAPTER V.,
“ s ONLY ME.”

ArTHUR WESTDALE was sitting one night in the
little kitchen, smoking his pipe, and looking over
some old papers and correspondence. It was his
custom to use the kitchen as a smoking-room after
the active Margaret had gone to roost, because the
sitting-room was limited in size, and apt to smell
most disagreeably in the morning if used for
smoking overnight. To tell the truth, he had been
alternately dozing and reading, and reading and
dozing, so long, that it was after twelve o’clock;
and he was still in the wooden armchair, forgetful
of the hour.

His wife had sat with him until eleven o’clock,

and had gone upstairs on the promise of his fol-
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lowing in a few minutes, which promise he had
failed, through sleepiness, to comply with. She
had “dawdled” over her preparations for bed—
rubbing up her few little articles of jewellery, and
reading over the last few letters from her mother,
hoping each moment that her husband would
come upstairs, and thus enable her to close her
eyes with a knowledge that he was safe and sound
in bed.

She waited and waited, and she would have
rapped upon the floor with her foot, or the but-end
of the poker, to bring her husband up to bed; but
Laurel Cottage was not, as advertisements describe
the run-up houses nowadays, substantially built,
and any rapping on the floor might wake the baby
or the industrious little servant. Knocking being
thus out of the question, Mrs. Westdale opened
her door, and, going down the creaky staircase,
went into the kitchen. As she expected, her
husband was fast asleep; his pipe having fallen
from his hand, and the candle guttering in a very

wasteful manner.
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¢« I thought I should find you asleep ! ’ she said,
smiling, as the roused husband stared at her with
that vacant look so common to disturbed sleepers ;
“ do you know what time it is, dear?”’

“TIt’s late, I fear; I will go to bed at once, for
I must be up early to-morrow. Just get me the
limejuice, Janie; this warm weather makes me
thirsty.” :

Mrs. Westdale soon got the refreshing beverage,
and the pleasant drink so acted on her husband
that he felt inclined to spend a few more minutes
talking to his wife.

His glass was almost empty, and he had pushed
back the wooden chair preparatory to rising from
it, when a tapping was heard at the front door.
The hour was now nearer one than twelve, and
therefore the summons at the entrance was not a
little singular. “ What’s that!”’ said Mrs. Westdale,
with a slight look of consternation in her face.

“It’s somebody knocking at the door—some
tramp perhaps,”’ said Westdale. “I will soon
settle that matter;’’ and determining to give the
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tramp—if tramp it was—a good scolding for his
audacity, he took up the candle and proceeded to
the door. Mrs. Westdale stood behind him at a
respectful distance, but still prepared to defend
him to the utmost, if he should need her aid.
‘She had in truth all a woman’s natural and graceful
timidity, but at the same time there was a pluck
-and 'courage about her which on occasion would
stand out very markedly. _

“ Who’s there?” said Westdale, in a low voice.
But whether it was owing to the deafness of the
person or the low voice of the questioner, no
-answer was returned.

“Who’s there?”” said Westdale again, in a

- rather louder tone.

“It’s only 1i1e,” answered the rather cracked
and tremulous voice of a woman.

““Who’s me £’ said Westdale, with some natural
impatience in his tone.

“T do believe it’s old Mrs. Peabody, the Slug-
gard’s housekeeper,” whispered Mrs. Westdale,

who had mnow crept up close to her husband;
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““ perhaps he’s ill, Arthur; you had better open
the door at once.”

But Arthur did not quite see the matter in the
same light as did his wife.

“ What do you want at this hour? Can’t you
tell me what yon want and who you are?” he
said.

“Pm Mr, Midass’s cook, sir. He’s caught a
thief, sir; please to open the door,” said the
cracked voice of poor Mrs. Peabody, who would
doubtless have relished a cup of tea with a dash
-of spirits in it.

¢¢ Caught a thief, Arthur,” repeated Mrs. West--
dale ; ““she says Mr. Midass has caught a thief.”

“ Caught a what?” said Westdale, who was
still reluctant to open his door at that late hour.

¢« A thief, sir; a great fat thief, Mr. Westdale ;
leastways, he ain’t so very fat, from the glimpse I
had of ’im ; but he’s a real thief, sir, I do assure
you,” said the poor woman, whose nerves were
yielding with the prospect of assistance for her

master.
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Mrs. Westdale, in her impatience to have the
door opened, acted the part of a chorus, and ex-
plained the old woman’s predicament. * She says
Mr. Midass has caught a thief of some kind—a
fat one, she said at first; do open the door,
dear.”

Like the boys on the 5th of November, who
can see “no reason” for forgetting the remem-
brance of the day, so Arthur Westdale could, in
his present state of mind, see no reason why, if
Mr. Midass chose to catch thieves, he should be
disturbed in consequence. However, he undid the
bolt of the door and turned the lock, and there,
in the summer’s night, stood poor Mrs. Peabody, all
of a tremble.

“I don’t think he can do master no great
harm, Mr. Westdale, because he’s caught, and
can’t get away again. He’s caught hisself like,
don’t yer see?”” said the pardonably frightened
woman. “Dear, dear, it’s a mercy we wasn’t
a-murdered in our beds! You haven’t such a thing
as a drop of spirits, have youlma’am ?”’ she added

VOL. 1. F
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to Mrs. Westdale. “You might knock me down
with a feather, that you might.”’ -

The Westdales kept no spirits in the usual form
at Laurel Cottage, but a dose of sal-volatile was
offered as a substitute. Mrs. Peabody had how-
ever no knowledge of that useful stimulant, and
therefore deferred the brandy-drinking until she
got back again to her master’s house.

“Now, what’s all this fuss about, my good
woman? Does Mr. Midass want any assistance ?
Did he send you for me ? ”’ said Westdale, reaching
his hat from a peg, and looking out a stick from
the corner of the passage.

“Yes, sir. He said if I see a perliceman I was
to call him; but as that wasn’t likely, I had better
go to you, as you was a kind gentleman, and would
do it to give hevidence,” said Mrs. Peabody, who
thought “evidence” was the insect-destroying
powder of thieves.

“Very well, then; I'll go,” said Westdale. “I
shall be back again as soon as possible Janie,”

he added to his wife; and with that comforting
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assurance, without more ado, he traversed the
short distance to the Sluggard’s house. The gas
was burning in the hall, for Salisbury House, as
Mr. Midass’s dwelling was called, had gas laid on,
and Mrs. Peabody had, with much good judgment,
lit up the most prominent burners, with a view to
giving the place a less thievish appearance; so
that when Westdale entered there was quite a
cheerful look there. No doubt when the thief had
entered upon his base design the night had been
a dark one; but now the clouds had cleared away,
and the moon shone out in all her beauty.

There is a softened grandeur in the moon’s light,
which seems to place the wickedness of man quite
out of keeping with the hour and the place which
is illumined by the silvery beams. .It seems almost
impossible to think, as one walks. along a plea.éant
country road upon a moonlight night, that there-
can be thieves and robbers, and villains of various
persuasions, plotting their base designs and mapping
out their villainies. The rascals will wait until the
clouds obscure the light again. But how is it that

F 2
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their wicked fancies do not turn aside during the
moonlight’s fairy hour, and change to softened
longings for amendment? How is it that the
heavy tree-tops, bathed in the silver rays, and the
long shadows on the whitened ground, do not set
them thinking of a purer life, a longing to be good
and honest once again ? »
Ah, how is it? There may, for all we know,
have been conversions—changes from bad to good
—caused by some beanteous night-lit landscape.
This may have been so; but I fear but seldom.
Your sturdy robber will admire the public-house
he passes, as its quiet front is sobered by the
moonshine; he will wish he could be sitting on
the bench outside, quaffing the strong ale which
he loves so well. But as he gazes, he sees his
lengthened shadow on the wall, and hears some
watchful animal—the goose, perhaps—sounding a
note of caution as it hears the stealthy steps. And

he hastens on, fearful of being seen.



CHAPTER VI,
THE PATENTEE’S DESPAIR.

Ix saying that her master had caught a thief, Mrs.
Peabody had spoken incorrectly, for he had done
no such thing. What had happened was this.
Mr. Midass was sitting in his smoking-room, which
opened on to the garden by a French window, and
was thinking that it was time to seek the downy
couch, when the figure of a man stood before him,
who had almost the appearance of a madman. The
face of this strange visitor was naturally a hand-
some one; but it was emaciated and wild-looking,
and the eyes glared with a light which seemed the
result of fever and anxiety.

Mr. Midass was not a nervous person—on the
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contrary, he was remarkably cool; but he was not-
without some slight apprehension for his safety as.
he looked upon his visitor. If the man was mad,
he said to himself, it would only make him more
mad to make a fuss of any sort; so stopping the-
tobacco in his pipe, he smoked on quietly, and
waited. The madman, if madman he was, looked
at the Sluggard, and the Sluggard looked at the:
madman ; but for a time neither of them spoke.

““ What business have you here? How dare you
come into my private room at this hour of the-
night 2’ said Mr. Midass at last.

“I want help, and you must give it me,” said
the other, in a voice so full of agony and almost
fierceness that the Sluggard turned a shade paler.

“You want help? This is a pretty way to-
come for it! What do you mean by such
conduct ?

“I hardly know what I am saying or doing;.
but help I must have. Do not deny it to me—
pray do not! I am starving; and my wife—my

dear sweet wife—is dying from starvation. You
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roll in wealth, men say. Oh, give—or lend me

33

just sufficient to help my cruel want, an
The poor creature could proceed no further, but
uttering a cry of anguish, he sank upon the floor.

Here was a situation for a sluggard of quiet
peaceful character! It was trying, it was very
trying, but there was no help for it; this wretched
man was in his room, upon the floor, and he must be
got rid of at any rate; perhaps indeed assisted.

“Get up, do,” said Mr. Midass; “your voice
is that of an educated man, so that you can explain
your conduct if you will. Get up, I say; or I shall
send for the police.”

But the poor man remained motionless; he was
too exhausted for further speech; and with closed
eyes and breathing heavily he was silent.

The Sluggard, as has been already seen, was a
philosopher ; but, unlike most philosophers, he had
something of the milk of human kindness in his
nature. He seldom showed this weakness, and
didn’t like it to be known, but still he had it; and

as he looked upon the prostrate man, his sense of
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pity stirred within him. He lingered a moment to
see if the man moved, and finding that he did not,
drew his flowing robe around him, and left the room
to call his housekeeper.

“Mrs. Peabody,” he said; “get up and go
across to Laurel Cottage, and see if you can wake
up Mr. Westdale. If you can, ask him to come
over; for there is a man in my study that I don’t
know how to deal with.”

Now this order was tiresome for the good lady
inasmuch as she had been in bed some time, and
would have been asleep had it not been that she
had heard strange talking, and had woke up in
consequence. There was, however, an excitement
about getting up in the middle of the night which
was not altogether disagreeable, and so she huddled
on her petticoats, and was soon downstairs.

“What am I to say?’ she said, when she
confronted her master.

“Say! just what I have told you, and be quick;
do you hear?” said the Sluggard ; who knew that

soft words were useless with Mrs. Peabody, and
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who wished to get back to the poor man in his
study.

Thus instructed, the disturbed woman crossed
the road to Laurel Cottage, and told her errand as
given in the foregoing chapter.

When Westdale appeared upon the scene he
was indeed astonished. The madman, or beggar,
or robber, or whatever he was, had recovered
consciousness ; for Mr. Midass had forced a few
drops of stimulant into his mouth, and he was again
upon his feet. He was truly a sad sight to look at;
for his worn-out clothes hung so loosely upon his
shrunken limbs, that he looked little better than a
scarecrow, and a wild excitement was returning to
his eyes. He was evidently anxious to tell his
story, and to carry out his purpose in coming
there.

“Who is this fellow ? >’ said Westdale, looking
from the Sluggard to the stranger, and from the
stranger to the Sluggard, in utter bewilderment.

“At present I know no more than you do,
Mr, Westdale,”” said Midass. “He came in through
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the open window as I was sitting here; and he
says he is starving.”

““He certainly looks it.”

% And he demanded assistance with a good deal
of excitement. He had no business to do that.”

¢ Certainly not; or to come here at all, for that
matter. Who are you? and what are you?” said
Westdale to the man. “ Can’t you speak ?”

“I am a starving maddened wretch,” said the
poor creature, speaking with the force which an
excited brain will sometimes give the weakest.
“ My grief, my deep despair, has driven me almost
wild ; and I cannot help myself or those I love. I
saw a light here and I entered; thinking to get
assistance in some wa,j, either by violence or
otherwise.”

““ By violence ! >’ said Westdale. ‘Do you mean
to say you would have robbed this gentleman ?”’

¢TI felt that if assistance was not given me, as
would most likely be the case, I would take what I
required, if I had the strength to do so. But I
hadn’t,”” added the man. I have not strength to
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grapple with a child. I am starving; but I care
not for myself. I would gladly exchange this
world of sin and suffering for another, if I were
alone. But my wife is starving also—is dying on
her solitary bed, whilst I have made this last
attempt to get assistance.”

“I wish you had come at a more convenient
hour,” said the Sluggard coolly ; and sending from
his placid lips large clouds of smoke. ¢ Your
story may be true or false; partly one and partly
the other, I daresay. Have you such a thing as
a knife about youw, with which you could cut a
person’s throat ? ”’

“Do not taunt me. By the heaven above us,
by the bright moon and stars’ which shed their
softened light to-night upon the calm and happy,
as on the wretched and destitute, what I say can
give no measure of my state of wretchedness.
You are rich, men say. If you had worked as I
have—had denied your body bread, that you might
feed the offspring of your brain—you would under-

stand my want of help perhaps. If you had a wife
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—beautiful and tender, uncomplaining, suffering,
and dying—you would know the anguish which
slashes at my heart. Oh, do not sit there so
quietly! Stir yourself, man! There may yet be
time to save her! Stir yourself, I say!” and
the stranger showed signs of an outbreak into
frenzy.

«T will put his statement to the test—in part,
at all events,” said Westdale. “What is your
name, and where do you live?”’ he added.

“My name is Paul Lorrayne,” said the man,
striving to keep calm. I live,”’ he added, with a
smile of ghastly bitterness, “in Cut-throat Lane ;
some half a mile from here.”

““And you would have] made this Cut-throat
House, I daresay, if you had had the power,” said
the Sluggard; passing his hand over his smooth
sleek neck.

“Have you any business—any occupation ?”’
said Westdale.

“T am a patentee, a luckless patentee.”

“ A what ?”’ said Mr. Midass.



THE PATENTEE’S DESPAIR. 7

“ A patentee, sir. My patent would enrich the
world, but instead of that it has——""

“Brought you to beggary. Well, stop a
moment,” said the Sluggard. ¢ Mrs. Peabody !>
he called to the old woman, who had retired for a
nip of brandy; “get a cup of my beef-tea.”

Mrs. Peabody heard the order, and taking
another taste from the mouth of the brandy bottle,
she called out “‘ Yes, sir,”” and executed the order.

“ Give it me,” said Westdale, when the tea was
brought ; “swallow this.” And placing the cup
in the man’s hands, he almost forced it down his
throat. “Now, if you feel able to lead me to your-
house, I will follow you,” he added.

“Yes, yes; let us go at once. It is on their
account that I came here to-night ; come quickly.”
And moving throungh the open window, Paul
Lorrayne—for it was none other than the subject
of my opening chapter —waited anxiously for
Westdale.

“Stop a minate, Mr. Westdale,”’ said the
Sluggard, who saw fhe effect the words had upon
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him; “this may be acting—consum&na.te acting.
I cannot form a judgment at present. He is a
man of superior education, and may be some
drunken vagabond who can act a lie as well as
tell one.”

‘- But Westdale was not so impassive as the
Sluggard. There was not only education in the
stranger’s voice, but a tone of refinement which
even his pitiable condition could not do away
with.

“His hollow cheeks and wasted body tell a
tale beyond mere acting,” he said. “Let us go;
I will help you if I can,” he added to the
sufferer.

Stepping out into the clear night, Paul Lorrayne
led the way along the moonlit road, the tremulous
accents of the one, and the firm clear tones of
the other, being the only sounds to break the
silence.

Some hundred yards behind them walked the
Sluggard. In one hand he held a jug containing
beef-tea, and in the other the bottle of brandy,
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in which Mrs. Peabody had made a considerable
hole.

The woman herself brought up the rear;
grumbling and scolding loudly, that a pack of
thieves who ought to be hanging at Newgate, or
Margate—she was not quite sure where the prison
was situated—should keep honest folks out of
their warm beds at such an hour of the night.

After proceeding about half a mile, Westdale
was taken up a strip of narrow lane, and then
‘his companion stopped before a low wooden hut
-or cottage, and, lifting the latch, walked in. The
light of the moon was so brilliant that there was
no need of any other, and remaining at the
-entrance, Westdale caught the accents of a low,
weak, suffering voice:

“Is that yon, Paul? Obh, where have youm
been? I thought I should have died without
seeingl you again! Come to me, dearest; we
have always loved each other ! Come—come——"
And the voice, which seemed to give the words
with difficulty, was silent.
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 You hear that!”’ said Paul Lorrayne fiercely,
springing into the room. ¢ Great Heaven! am I
too late? It is I, dearest—it is Paul—I have
brought assistance. Oh, for Heaven’s sake, if you
can help me, do so now !’ said the wretched man ;
and with a cry of anguish he threw himself upon
the bed from which the voice had come.

Westdale was no unwilling helper. Tearing
aside the curtain, which obscured the moonlight,
and admitting air, he darted out into the road
again and called loudly to the Sluggard.

“Be quick, be quick! What have you there—
beef-tea—brandy? Well done; perhaps we may
not be too late. Go in, and if you can see, force
a few drops of the stimulant down her throat. I
will run back for a light.”” And putting out all his
speed and power, Westdale sped back again along
the road at such a pace as few could have excelled.

““Come back,” he called to Mrs. Peabody as
he passed her; “come back, d’you hear!”’ and
the old woman, nothing loath, retraced her steps ;-

still grambling loudly.
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Westdale, when he got back to Mr. Midass’s
house, ran into the kitchen, and snatched up a
candle and a box of lights. He then went into
the pantry, where he found a jug of milk; with
which, and some bread, he prepared to go back
to the cottage. Mrs. Peabody was just re-
entering the house as he left it, and he begged
the old woman, as she valued her future state, to
bring a bottle of hot water and some blankets as
quickly as she could. Having given these direc-
tions, he was not longer getting over the ground
than the nature of his load would permit, and
striking a light upon the threshold, he again
entered the abode of misery. The crying of
children came from a second room, but it was weak
and low, as of those who might be upon a bed of
sickness.

And now by the light of the candle the whole
scene was disclosed. Upon a mattress, covered
with what looked like rags of some description,
lay a woman in a state of insensibility; and
bending over her were her wretched husband and

VOL. I. a
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the Sluggard. By the direction of the latter,
the former was chafing the face and hands with
brandy, tears of agony running down his poor
cheeks as he did so; while the Sluggard himself was
peering about for something to pour a little beef-
tea into, so as to force it into the poor creature’s
mouth if she should again recover consciousness.

“Now then,”’ said Westdale, “let us see what
we can do—here is & mug and a spoon ;—fan her
face with my hat, and I will see to the children.”
And going into the next compartment he found
two little creatures sitting up upon a miserable
bed, and clutching each other in all the misery of
fear and want.

““Lie down again my dears ;—some friends have
come to see you—here is some milk; drink a
little and lie down again,” said Westdale, in those

gentle sympathising tones, which can only come

from a tender manly heart.

He had some little trouble to induce the
children to take the nourishment, for they both
cried bitterly for their mother, and begged to know



THE PATENTEE’S DESPAIR. 83

where she was; but Westdale, with the power
which a strong mind has upon a childish one,
induced them by comforting words to drink some
milk and to leave off crying. ‘Be quiet, like
dear good children, and I will come again and
see you in the morning,”” he said, as he left the
room; and the little ones, to whom he seemed
like some messenger of peace they had heard of
in Bible stories, lay down as they were told. Ah,
how beautiful is the mind of the innocent child !
It feels no doubt acutely; but let the voice of
peace be whispered; let the soothing hand be
offered, and the pain be lulled; and then, like
rain descending on the fruitful ground, the troubled
spirit feels that full contentment which the
Christian’s soul should feel, when messages are
sent in all their varied forms from heaven.

The poor mother at length recovered con-
sciousness, and a little nourishment was success-
fully applied. She saw strange faces round the
bed, and, wifelike, her first thought was for her
husband. A

a2
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“Who are these, dear Paul? They—are not
—police—are they?”’ she gasped.

“No, dearest; they are friends—friends in our
dire need. Take a little of this nourishment ; do,
do, to please me, Minnie.”’

Friends in need! Then her prayers had found
an answer; and her children might yet do well !
Could she have known how this was brought
about, she would, indeed, have marvelled; but
the words were balm to her, and holding up
her weak hands she tried to clasp them in her
thankfulness. ‘

Giving what advice they thought the best, and
leaving Mrs. Peabody, with the blankets and hot
water, to assist in the recovery of the sufferer,
Westdale and Mr. Midass left the cottage. Sleek
and comfortable as the latter had looked, Westdale
had seen a tear coursing down his calm face, and
liked him all the better for it.

“You have been kind and thoughtful, Mr.
Midass,” he said, as they walked quietly home
together ; “ who would have thought that such a
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commencement of disturbance would have ended
in such a manner ?

“The history of those people must be full of
interest, and may throw some light upon the con-
struction of the human mind. I shall follow it
up if I can do so without upsetting the nervous
system,’” said Mr: Midass; “but I lik> to be calm.
There comes no good by being in a hurry.”

“ There is no good in needless bustle, if
you mean that, Mr. Midass; but then there are
times when we must stir our stumps, and do 80
pretty quickly. Good-night,”” he added, when they
reached the Sluggard’s gate; ‘I shall take my
wife to see these poor creatures the first thing in
the morning, and will report to you how they are;
good-night, good-night;”’ and Westdale made the
best of his way to Laurel Cottage.



CHAPTER VII,
IN CUT-THROAT LANE,

Ir has been said that Arthur Westdale was an
artist; and what has been said was true; for he
had gone through a course of art-instruction, and
now he used the brush and palette as a means of
livelihood. But although he did this, he was aware
that he had attained to no great excellence, and
therefore he still continued to draw in the Life
School at South Kensington, and to attend other
instruction which he thought might promote his
advancement. Fond as he was of art, he knew
that it was only by this course that he could attain
to high proficiency ; for he felt he was not one

of those—who are rare—who climb the hill to
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fame without much toil, This being so—while he
painted small and rapidly-executed subjects for his
bread—he looked forward with steady hope to
becoming a well-paid artist in after years. He
knew that this painting for the * pot,” as it is
sometimes called—would neither improve his repu-
tation or his style; but what was he to do? He
‘must increase his store by some means ; and so he
‘painted for the market works which his own know-
ledge, and the advice of dealers, pointed out as
likely to sell best. On the morning following the
events told in the foregoing chapter, he had to
.attend a life-model class at an early hour; but he
felt he could not go to town, before he had paid a
visit to the hut of the poor starving creatures he
had so lately parted from. Before he had gone
to sleep he had of course given his wife a sketch
-of what had taken place; but she had insisted that
it should only be a sketch ; reserving her anxiety
for details until the morning. But to tell the
truth, what Mrs. Westdale had heard was quite
sufficient to banish sleep, and she passed the night
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in planning and arranging how she might do good
to those who so sorely stood in need of help.

There are few of us, perhaps, who have so
little that they cannot do something, however
small, for those in great necessity; and as she
lay on her bed in the plain but comfortable little
room, she turned over in her mind what articles
of clothing she could spare to clothe her suffering
sister, What could she take them to eat too?
She could not give them an order on her butcher
or her baker for joints and loaves. No, her
means would not permit of that; but she could
make them some nice broth. There were vege-
tables in the garden; and she would buy some
shin of beef, as she believed it to be called, and
would make something which would at least keep
that wolf from the door which had almost got the
mastery; and having arranged these details in
her mind, she was up with the lark, and going
about her household duties.

As soon as breakfast was over, Westdale started
with his wife for the abode of destitution.
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] am so anxious to see the poor things, There
seems almost a romance about them, dreadful as
the story is,” said the latter.

“It’s your romantic turn of mind, Janie. There
is not much romance in the matter when you see it
before your eyes.”

“Now you know you are just as romantic as 1
am, Arthur. Come, confess it dear. You wouldn’t
be an artist if you hadn’t a little romance about
you,” said Mrs. Westdale, her mind going back
to the days of their courtship, and thinking of
the meetings by the side of the stream when
she lived in her mother’s cottage in Ireland.

“ 1 wonder if the Sluggard is up yet; probably
not,” said Westdale. *His constitution no doubt
requires a good deal of sleep.”

“There he is on the steps, smoking his pipe.
He seems as if he wanted to speak to us.”

Mrs. Westdale’s observation was a true one.
The Sluggard did want to speak, and he held up
his hand in token of his want. He was dressed as

usual in his dressing-gown and red slippers, and as
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he advanced, his robe, caught by the summer
breeze, floated behind him in airy folds.

“You are going, no doubt, to see those poor
people,” he said. “I am willing to assist them;
but ¥ must hear the man’s storylbefore I do so to
'any extent. Be good enough to ask him to come
here at his convenience; and if he chooses to tell
me his story, I will aid him, if I can find a way to
do s0 in a rational magner.”

“I am sure you will be kind to them, Mr.

Slug——> Mrs. Westdale was on the point of
saying “Mr. Sluggard,” when she corrected herself,
and said “Mr. Midass.” ¢ But we must go on as
quickly as possible, for my husband has to get to
town.”

“Well, do not let me detain you. Mr. Paul
Lorrayne, I think he said his name was, will find
me in my garden, in meditation, and enjoying the
delights of intelligent repose.” And so saying,
Mr. Midass turned himself about and sat upon the
garden-bench.

When the Westdales reached the cottage,
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Lorrayne came out to meet them, and the two
little children were playing with a kitten, and
enjoying that sun which shines alike upon the good
and evil, upon the hungry and the overfed. The
father looked at the visitors with the quiet respectful
thankfulness which can only be shown and felt by
those who are yet alive to the instincts of conscience.

“How is your wife this morning? Better, I
hope. I am longing to see her and to do what
little I can for her,”” said Mrs. Westdale, with that
kind and gentle sympathy of voice and manmner
which must have won a stony heart, much less the
wounded suffering nature. Oh, what a gift it is,
that power of voice and manner ; how it pours balm
into the weary heart, and bids the wretch lift up his
thoughts, in hope that Heaven has not left him to
despair! The tears streamed from Lorrayne’s eyes
as he thanked the kind speaker, and asked her to
gladden his poor wife by her welcome presence.
At Westdale’s suggestion, his wife went alone
into the cottage, while he remained outside and

learnt something of the history of the family.
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When Mrs. Westdale entered the little room,
destitute as it was of comfort, she was indeed struck
with what she saw there. Upon the bed, and
propped up by some rude substitute for pillows,
lay a delicate and refined-looking woman, upon
whose pale and wasted features there was an
exceeding beauty which hardship and starvation
could not take away. The long fair hair was
unconfined by fastenings, but it had been tenderly
twisted by her husband’s hands so as not to
inconvenience her. There was a quiet look of
patient firmness too, an uncomplaining fixedness.
of purpose, to bear what should be put upon her in
the way of trial, which the least observing could
not but have noticed. That she was of gentle blood
no one could mistake; and to see such a one lying
in this sad condition was enough to move the
dullest mind to pity, and gentle goodness to almost
consternation. Mrs. Westdale stood for a few
moments speechless with astonishment, and as she
did so her husband’s narrative of the previous

night’s adventure passed through her mind again.
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How must not this poor woman’s partner in despair,
have been struck with frenzy at the cruel sight
which daily met his eyes! How must not his own
sad state—his mind and body being all distraught
by penury—have turned him to a madman! And
then, as she stood looking on, she could not
but think of her own little home—humble but
peaceful though it was—and lift her soul in silent
thankfulness, that her husband’s care and prudence
managed his slender means with so much fore-
thought.

But of course it would not do to be standing
and staring at the figure on the bed, although
she could have pondered on the sight before her
some time longer; so she drew nearer and took
the hand of the sufferer. “I have come to see
if I can assist you, dear,’” she said; more and more
surprised that ghastly Want should have dared
to lay his iron hand on such a victim. “You must
have suffered much; but by the grace of God,
better days are, I hope, in store for you.”

“Thank you—thank you,” said the sufferer, in
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that low and hollow voice which shows the exhaus-
tion of the body; “my children—will you call
them to.me? I would recommend them to your
kindness. If Heaven has sent you as a friend, oh,

may you be a friend—to > The sentence was

not finished, for the voice which sought to utter it
was still ; the speaker had fainted.

Mrs. Westdale had brought restoratives, and
applied them with so much success as to quickly
restore the poor invalid ; and, having done this, she
insisted upon her taking a little of the milk which
she had also brought; and then, sitting down by
the bed, occupied herself with words of comfort.
“Your children are playing in the sun; poor little
dears, they do not seem unhappy, though no doubt
their little minds must be dwelling, in childhood’s
careless manner, on your sad condition.”

“They have had some milk and bread, my
husband tells me—you or some kind friend has
sent it—thank you so very much.”

“Do not talk; I will do that. And let me tell
you, dear, that though I am in a very humble
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sphere of life, I will busy myself, and so will my
kind husband, to bring about a better state of
things. We cannot see the wisdom of these things ;
how should we, being so blind and full of worldly
care? But believe me, the Power which has suffered
you to fall so low, has equal power to raise you
up again, and may do so much sooner than you
think for. At all events try and be easy for
the present ; for I can promise to ease your press-
ing wants for some short time to come, and to do
what I can to help you.”

It was with such kind expressions that Mrs.
Westdale poured the oil and wine of sympathy
and consolation into the wounds which were so
much in want of them ; and while she sat beside
the bed, her husband had some conversation with
the man outside.

“Of course my wife and myself feel it our
bounden duty,” said Westdale, “to give assistance
in such a case as this; but I should be glad
to hear something about your former life. If I

am to do much for you I shall have to apply
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to others, and I wish to be able to see my way
clear.”

“I will give you the fullest information of all
that concerns myself. I have never done a dis-
honest action, or have I ever attempted one—
except of course my miserable attempt last night
to demand assistance; but the way I tried

to____”

“We will let that pass,” said Westdale; “a
man whose griefs are so calamitous as yours may
well do desperate acts. You said something last
night about being a patentee. Did you mean that
an unsuccessful attempt to work a patent had been
your ruin ? '

““ Let me give you a short sketch of my life. I
will not detain you beyond a few minutes; and if
I am not very connected you must kindly make
allowances, for my head is apt to wander from
bodily weakness,” said Lorrayne, seating himself
upon the only thing at hand to bear him—an old
inverted garden - pot, while, with folded arms,

Westdale leaned against the doorpost.
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““Go on then, and be as brief as possible,”” said
the latter,

Paul Lorrayne here gave Westdale an outline
of his history, and ended by telling how he had
incurred his uncle’s anger and had been refused
assistance by him,

“You have given him no real cause for his
dislike ? >’ asked Westdale.

“None but what I am going to tell you of. I
have a taste for mechanics, and some knowledge
of chemistry; and I have, amongst other things,
hit upon a plan which, if it could be successfully
worked out, would benefit the world. I have
patented my invention, and this has been the cause
of my ruin.”

“You are not the only one whose inventions,
or supposed inventions, have led to disaster,” said
Westdale. '

“Ah, mine is no supposed invention 3 it is
as sure as the ruin about me; nothing can be more
certain.”

“ Pray go on.”

VOL. I. H
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“ My patent is this, sir: to make bricks without
burning them with fire. It is a certainty ; but of
course I cannot explain the matter to you now—
you would not care to listen to me.”

¢ About your uncle and his cause of offence ? *’
said Westdale. |

¢ I submitted my invention to my uncle, hoping
for his assistance. He is a proud man, whose mind
runs in a groove, and whose world is his estate.
Anything outside it he has no sympathy for; and in
his ignorance he condemned my invention alto-
gether. I pressed him to assist me by his moral
support; but he replied by warning me, that if
I spent my money upon what he was pleased to
call ‘tomfoolery’ I must not hope to recoup
myself throngh him.”

“And you‘ treated hisadvice with indifference?’
said Westdale, thinking the uncle was probably in
the right.

“T could not give up my valuable invention
to please an obstinate old man. And it was dear

to me for another reason. I met the dear and
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precious creature who lies upon the wretched bed
inside; and to know her was, of course, to love
her.”

“Ah!” almost groaned Westdale, for he could
guess the sequel; “and while you were almost
destitute you could not stay your inclinations, but
took a wife to share your hopeless fortunes ! *’

“ Hopeless, sir? They were the most brilliant
—are the most brilliant still—if only I could have
a little of the money which lies unused and useless
in the hands of thousands.”

“ Go on,” said Westdale, who was beginning to
feel something like contempt for the enthusiast,
although he felt that he himself had married on
what was but a shallow pittance; “go on, and let
me know about your uncle.”

““ Feeling sure of success, I took a patent out,
and in trying to work it I have long ago spent
every farthing which I had., I have applied to
my uncle for assistance, but quite in vain. He
replied to my first letter, saying that he ‘ knew how

it would be,” and that he would have nothing to
H 2
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do with such a “pig-headed fool’—to use his own
expression—as I was. I have told him I was
starving. He replied that it served me right.
I applied to him for work—to be allowed for a
few shillings weekly to labour in his garden, for
no one else would take me; but his reply was that.
I had made my bed, and must lie on it.”

¢ T will write to him,” said Westdale.

It will be useless, sir. I have written dozens.
of letters to him, and no notice has been taken of
them, or ever will be.”

“I will write to him,” said Westdale again;
 what is his address ?”

“His name is Charles Lorrayne, Woodleigh.
Park, near Gloucester.”

“Then I will write to him. Perhaps a state-
ment from a stranger may at least induce him to
make inquiries.”

“I will hope so, although hope has died out
within me. For their sakes I will suffer my
uncle’s further contemptuous slighting, and I
hardly know that I can blame him. It is the
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way of the world. If the rich man’s counsel is
not taken, the poor man must be content to bear
his anger. The world sees little good in being
rich, if it cannot trample on those who have no
money.”

““ Well, we will not go into sophistical argument;
we will apply to him again, and I will state your
sad position. In the meantime I will try and get
-assistance in the neighbourhood. You are in rags,
and will not therefore be too proud to wear some
-old clothes of my own ?*’

“Proud ! ”” said the poor man, looking up with
that earnest expression which comes to those
whose thoughts are sad and deep; “what have
I to do with pride? No; I would go barefoot
and lick the dust before the feet of strangers if
I but knew how to benefit my fortunes.”

“And yet you have just given an instance
of your pride; you would not ask your uncle
any more from anger at his former treatment.”

“I am not proud, it is not pride which holds
me back, it is cowardice. I am brought so low—
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go very low—in mind and body, that I dare not
act with manly vigour. Think of me last night,
prowling like the stealthy beast which haunts the
forest! How could I have acted so if my poor
brain had not been wandering, and pride and
courage had not left me?”’

“Well, don’t refer to that again at present;
it is an unpleasant subject, and will not help
us now. The man whose premises you entered
wishes to see you with a view to help.”

“Ah, he was here last night. We cannot.
see the ways of Providence,” said the poor fellow,
something of his former faith returning for the
moment. “ Who knows but I was led by some
good angel to plead my wretchedness in that
strange way. I was always sanguine; and even ‘
now something like hope almost begins to light
my weary soul; but if help should be too late,.
if she, my wife—that angel of uncomplaining-
faith and gentleness—should sink, my knell will
then indeed have struck, for nothing would support

me.”’
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““Your wife shall be cared for—that I promise
you; and your children shall not want. I will
now go home and look out a few clothes, and
you can follow me in a quarter of an hour. I
will speak to my wife a moment before I leave.”
And Westdale, stepping upon the threshold,
called her softly.

“Come in a moment, Arthur. The sight of
your firm face may do more to reassure Mrs.
Lorrayne than I can do; come in and clasp her
hand in sympathy a moment. Look at him,
dear,” she added to the languid woman; “he
has strength and willingness to help you. We
will both do what we can, we will indeed !’

Mrs. Lorrayne turned her wistful glance upon
Westdale’s face, in that way which only the refined
and educated can acquire.

¢ Thank you, sir,” she said; “my two children
—if I should not survive—your goodness will
extend to them—will it not ?

A little care will soon set you up again,” said
Westdale, with that quiet heartiness which sustains
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the weak. “I am now going to make some few
arrangements. I shall go on to town,” he added
to his wife. I ghall return at the usual hour;”’

and, leaving the cottage, he retraced his steps to
his own home.



CHAPTER VIII
THE DAWN OF HOPE.

As Westdale passed Salisbury House on his way
to Laurel Cottage, he stopped to tell the Sluggard
that the poor patentee would call upon him in the
course of the morning, and then he hurried on to
see what he could look out from his own well-worn
raiment to suit the needs of his protégé: Even to
the careful and least extravagant, old clothes will
accumulate. Garments cannot be worn year after
year without making some slight change, otherwise
the little world in which a man may chance to live
would know him by the same old coat; so that,
even if a suit is not quite done for, he mé.y place

it on one side, and, although he may grudge the
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outlay, spend his scanty means on something new.
It was thus with Westdale. He always chose good
wearing cloth, and by the aid of the brush his
clothing served him well; but he had to make his.
way, and his common sense told him there was.
nothing got by looking shabby.

It chanced, therefore, that when he went into
the room he used for dressing, and looked over his
stock, he was able to lay his hand upon a suit of
well-worn, sober-coloured clothes, which would
make the ragged patentee quite smart.

““Yes,” thought Westdale, “he is a tall fellow,
and this old gray suit will be all right for length ;
but it will look fearfully baggy. Never mind, he
will appear all the more interesting. Yes, the old
gray suit for him. And then these old shirts—the
fronts are worn out, no doubt; but they are clean
and comfortable, and will hold a collar. He will
look quite a swell after his rags, poor creature !

While suchlike charitable thoughts and feel-
ings were occupying him, Westdale did not hear

the low knock at the entrance-door, or he would
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have hurried down to open it himself to his
expected visitor ; but the quick-eared little Margaret
heard it, and, with the baby in her arms, she
promptly answered to the summons.

With an instinctive and natural dislike to
tramps and beggars, the girl looked at Lorrayne—
for it was he—and then, with a civil but firm “ We
have got nothing for you,” shut the door in his
face. Westdale, however, who at the moment was
examining the soles and heels and cracks of certain
well-worn shoes, to see what he could spare, heard
the slamming of the door, and shrewdly guessing
at the reason, called out to know who was there.

“It’s only a beggar, sir,” said the satisfied
Margaret, feeling how rightly she had acted; “I
told him there was nothing for him, sir. Nor more
there was,” she added to the baby-girl, who would
gladly have held some converse with “the
beggar.” |

“Call him back; I want to see him,” said
Westdale, turning over the dusty and uninviting-

looking shoes as quickly as possible.
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Thus instructed the useful Margaret opened
the door again, and to her surprise the man needed
no calling back, for he was standing before the
door as when she shat it.

“Oh, you're there, are you? Well, you can
stop ; master wants you,”” she said; while the little
one held out her arms, and tried to attract the
notice of the ragged man.

“Take baby out into the garden, Margaret,”
said Westdale, coming down the steep staircase
with a bundle of clothes on his arm. ¢ Walk in
here,”” he added to Lorrayne, who with downcast
look was waiting patiently. “I have looked you
out a few things, which I hope will be of service.
You can go into the kitchen and try them on. I
will wait here for you.”

The change was soon effected, and when Lor-
rayne stood in the sober gray tweed — which
although loose for him was not otherwise a bad fit
—he felt a thrill almost of pleasure passing
through him. The shoes too; should he have
equal luck with them? Would they too fit him ?
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Yes, they were a fair fit ; and opening the kitchen-
door he stepped out into the passage.

“ That’s better,”” said Westdale. “Now let me
see. Your hat is none of the best; try this one.
A little too large, perhaps; but a slip or two of
paper will alter that. Here is an old newspaper;
you can cut some strips.”

“Your kindness is very great, Mr. Westdale,”
said the poor patentee, who, now that he looked
respectable, began to feel so. It seems unlikely
now, but if ever I can serve you, if ever I can in
future times do anything that may cause you
benefit, I shall look back upon the past few hours,
and think no sacrifice too great for those whose
goodness has been so very noble.”

““ Say nothing about that,” said Westdale, who
had not made his mind up as to how much of the
other’s story might be true. “It is each man’s
duty to help his fellow-man ; and there is no doubt
about your sad condition. As to your former life,
I have no proof to verify your statement, and I

cannot take it all as granted. I may tell you this
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without insulting you; and if a time should come
when all you say can be, and is, proved strictly
fact, I shall owe you my apology. In the mean-
time accept this trifle as a loan,” and taking from
his purse & small sum to supply immediate wants,
Westdale prepared to start for London.

“Of course I cannot refuse your‘ bounty, sir,”
said the other; standing more erect now that he
was better clad; “but although it may seem
boastful, I believe a time will come when my
patent——"

“Well, we will talk about the patent another
time,” said Westdale, with some slight show of
impatience, for he was somewhat sceptical of
patents. “I must now go to London, and you
had better call at once on Mr. Midass.”

“You think I may dare to do so, Mr. Westdale ?
He may be kind, and is so, but he is not such as
you are; he is of another class.”

“Tt is enough that he has expressed a wish to
see you, I should think; but‘ he is a man who is

not likely to reproach you or anyone else. If he
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wishes to see you, it is for your welfare doubt-

less.”

«I will go at once.. Thanks to your kindness,
I am hardly likely to be recognised by his maid-
servant; and hope seems springing up within me.”
And with his head held more erect, Paul Lorrayne
walked down the garden-path and crossed the road
‘to Salisbury House.

Margaret and the baby, as they saw him walking
-down the garden-path, recognised perhaps the gray
tweed suit and the felt hat, for both mistook him.
The little maid-of-all-work thought for the moment
‘that master was going out and leaving the beggar-
man in the kitchen, whilst the baby, stretching out
its tiny arms, called loudly, ¢ Papa! papa!’’ and
‘cried to think that he who never left the house .
without a hearty kiss should turn his back
apparently so coldly.

Margaret, however, soon discovered the mistake,
and satisfied the little one that “papa’ was still